the footlights in the traditional approach of the finale.
BhakarofF staggered along with them, a dizzy ghost in a
toreador's garb, trying to be debonair and elegant. Pierre
Colin conducted, tense and exact, his whole attention
focused on his star. They had been in many battles to-
gether and he had a great respect for Bhakaroff. If men of
their kind could ever be capable of leaving their isolation
and becoming another's friend, they might have been
friends. In the wings, Dr. Mayer tore his thin, sandy
hair and bit his nails. In his excitement he had reverted to
German, which he let out in little moans and groans. Sybil
stood next to him, ready for her cue, stiff with worry. Mike
Stern's nasty comments could be heard everywhere. "The
act he puts on about a 'little bump on the head! Nice
wedding night the gal will have with him in that condition.
Getting publicity even if it kills him."

The stage manager had telephoned to the office to report
the mishap, and Mr. Certosa was descending from his
Olympus. In the third row of the orchestra seats a short, grey-
haired gentleman left his seat and tip-toed off. This was Dr.
Ben2, the Met.Js medical adviser, who fetched his bag from
the cloak-room and went backstage to be ready, just in case.

Bhakaroff counted the bars. Now it was over soon.
Now he could soon make his exit, sit down, wrap a hot
towel around his head. He felt very cold by now, that was
all. Somewhat tired and stiff and terribly, terribly cold.
*c Don't crack now," he told himself. " Go on, aliens, you
coward, there is nothing the matter with you------"

During his last few lines it was Carmen alone, Kati
Lanik, who pulled him through. When she saw him sway-
ing and groping for support, she was at his side at once;
she put her arm around his waist with a strong grip but
made it look like a coquettish gesture- She cuddled up to
him, with her smile, her eyes, her entire body. " Verfluchter,
Kerl, pull yourself together," she hissed at him, screwing
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